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ODE

HEAD AT THE  OHE HUNDREDTH  ANOTVEKSARY  OF THE
FIGHT AT  CONCORD BRIDGE

10TH AFKIL, 1875
I.

WHO cometh over the hills,
Her garments with morning sweet?
The dance of a thousand rills
Making music before her feet ?
Her presence freshens the air;
Sunshine steals light from her face;
The leaden footstep of Care
Leaps to the tune of her pace,
Fairness of all that is fair,
Grace at the heart of all grace,
Sweetener of hut and of hall,
Bringer of life out of naught,
Freedom, oh, fairest of all
The daughters of Time and Thought!

ii.

She cometh, cometh to-day:
Hark! hear ye not her tread,
Sending a thrill through your clay,
Under the sod there, ye dead,
Her nurslings and champions ?
Do ye not hear, as she comes,
The bay of the deep-mouthed guns.
The gathering rote of the drums ?